The Toy Farm

ANGELA, at the house where I am staying, has just
celebrated a birthday, her seventh, and is now the
breathless mistress of a toy farm. You never saw
such a farm. It has barns, haystacks, sties, hurdles,
gates, trees (which must be looked at only from the
front), and a yellow tumbril with scarlet wheels.
There are fat brown horses, cows that stand up and
cows that sit down, black pigs and pink pigs, sheep
with their lambs, a goat, two dogs (one staring
fiercely out of a kennel), and a coloured host of
turkeys, ducks, hens and chicks. There are even
people on this farm, five of them, and very fine people
they are too. A man in his shirt-sleeves perpetually
pushes a crimson wheelbarrow; and two carters,
wearing white smocks, brown gaiters, red scarves,
and little round hats, for ever stride forward, whips
in hand, whistling tunes that we shall never catch.
Then there is the farmer himself, bluff, whiskered,
in all his bravery of scarlet waistcoat, white cravat,
and green breeches, who grasps his stout stick and
stares at things from under his hard brown hat
His wife, neat and buxom in a blue bonnet, a pink
gown, and snowy apron, with a basket in one hand
and a large green umbrella in the other, is setting
out upon some never-to-be-accomplished errand.
All these people, labourers, master, mistress, though
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